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King. No more that Thane of Cawdor (hall deceiue 
OurBofomcintcrcft : Goc pronounce his prcfent death, 
And with his former Title greet Macbeth. 
H?fe. He fee it done. 

King. What he hath loft,Noble Macbeth hath wonne. 

€xemt. 


Scend 'Tertia. 


Thunder. Enter the three Pitches. 

1 . Where haft thou bcene,Sifter ? 

2. Killing Swiue. 
5. Sifter, where thou ? 

1. A Saylors Wife had Cheftnuts in her Lappe, 
And mouncht,& mouncht,and mouncht : 
Giue me, quoth I. 

Aroynt thee,Witch,the rumpc-fed Ronyon cryes. 
Her HusbandV to Aleppo gonc,Maftcr o'th' Tiger $ 
But in a Syne He thithef fayle, 
And like a Rat without a tayle, 
lie doc, He doe^nd He doe. 
2. He giue thee a Winde a 
I. Th'art kinde. 
g. And I another* 

1. 1 my felfe hauc all the other p 
And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know, 
I'th* Ship-mans Card. 

He dreyne him drie as Hay % 
Sleepe ft>3ll neyther Night nor Day 
Hang vpon his Pcnt-houfe Lid : 
He {hall Hue a man forbid : 
Weane Seu'nighcs,nine times nine* 
Shall he d windle,peake,and pine s 
Though his Barke cannot be loft, 
Yet it flialibe Tempeft-toft # 
Looke what I haue. 

2. Shew me, (hew me. 

1 . Here I hauc a Pilots Thumbe, 
Wrackt,as homeward he did come. Drum within, 

3. A Drumme, a Drumme: 
Macbeth doth come. 

All. The weyward Siflers,hand in hand* 
Pofters of the Sea and Land, 
Thus doe goc, about, about, 
Thrice to thmc,and thrice to mine, 
And thrice againe,to make vp nine, 
Peace,thc Charmed wound vp. 


Enter Macbeth and Banquet. 

Macbi So foule and faire a day I haue not feene. 

'Banqtto. How farrc is't call'd to Sorts? What are thefe, 
So wither'd, and fo wildc in their attyrc, 
That looke not like th/Inhabitants o'th'Eartb, 
And yet are on't ? Llue you>or are you aught 
That maa may qucftion ? you feemc to vndcrftand rac, 
By each at once her choppic finger laying 
Vpon her skinnie Lips : you fliould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid rac to intcrprete 
That you are fo* 


Th e Tr age die of ^M acbeth. 


Mac. Speake if you can : whaTa^^T 
X . All haile MacbethMlt to thee Th*ne of r 

2. All haile Macbeth ,haile to thee theme /rr ^ 

3. All haile Maiietbjchtt ftalcbcKinftU r do 
Tanq. Good Sir,why doe you ftart,and W ' 

Things that doe found fo faire ? i'th' name of r?^ 1 
Are ye fantafticall,or that indeed Uth 
Which outwardly ye fhew ? My Noble Partnc 
You greet with prefent Grace.and great predi i 
Of Noble hauing,and of Royall hope, ° n 
That he fecmes wrapt withall : to me you f Dea i 
If you can looke into the Seedes of Time, r> 
And fay,whichGraine will grow,and which will 
Speake then to me, who neyther begge,norfcare tj 
Your fauors, nor your hate. 

1. Hayle. 
2# Hayle. 
3. Hayle. 

j. Lefier then Macbeth f\\d greater, 

2. Not fo happy, yet much happyer* 

3 . Thou flial t get Kings,though thou be none * 
So all haile Macbeth ,and Banquo. 

1 . 'Banqno^nd Macbeth, all haile. 
Macb. Stay you imperfea Speakcrs,telIm C morr 
By Sinells dcath,I know I am Thane of Glamis 
But how,of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor liuj* 
A prolpcrous Gentleman : And to be King, 
Stands not within the profpeft of bcleefe, ' 
No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ftrange Intelligence^ why 
Vpon this blafted Heath you flop our way 
With fuch Prophetique greeting ? 
Speake, I charge you. mtches vanijh, 

Bancj. The Earth hath bubbles,as the Water has, 
And thefe are of them ; whither arc they vanifii'd? 

Macb. Into the Ayre : and what feeni'd corporal], 
Meltedjas breath into the Winde. 
Would they had ftay'd. 

Tianq. Were fuch things here,as we doe fpeake aboyt? 
Or haue we eaten on the infane Root, 
That takes the Reafon Prifon^r ? 

Macb. Your Children fliall be Kings, 

Banq. You fhall be King. 

Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too : went it not fo? 

Banq. Toth' felfe- fame tune ; and words; who's here? 

Enter Ttyffe and Angw. 

Roffc. The King hath happily receiu'd,^^ 
The newes of thy fucceflc: and when hereades 
Thy perfonall Venture in the Rebels fight, 
His Wonders and his Prayfes doe contend, 
Which fhould be thine,or his : filenc d with that, 
In viewing o're the reft o'th'felfe-farae day, 
He findes thee in the ftout Norweyan Rankes, 
Nothing afeard of what thy felfe didft make 
Strange Images of death,as thick as Tale 
Can poft with port, and cucry one did bcarc 
Thy prayfes in his Kingdomes great defence, 
And powr*d them downe before him. 

Ang. Wcearefent, 
To giue thee from our Royall Matter thanks 
Onely to harrold thee into his fight, 
Not pay thee. 

Rojfe. And for an earneft of a greater Honor, 
He bad me,from him,call thee Thane of Cawdor J 
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-^^^ worthy Thane, 

t t [t is thine. 

BM. What,can theDeuill fpeake true? 
/liacb. The Thane of Cawdor Hues: 
VtfhV doe you drefle mc in borrowed Robes ? 

fa?. Who was the 7ft**'>liues yet, 
uu tvnderheauie lodgement beares that Life, 
\Vhich he defcrues to loofc. 
\Vhcthcr he was cambin'd with thofe of Norway, 
Or did lyne the Rcbell with hidden heipe, 
And vantage ^ or that with both he labour'd 
i n his Councreyes wracke, I know not : 
ButTreafonsCapitallconfeiVd^ndprou'd, 

Hauc ouerthrowne him. 

Macb. Glamys,and Th tne of Cawdor : 
The greatcft is behindc. Thankes for your paines. 
poeyou not hope your Children fhall be Kings, 
When thofe that gaue the Thane ot Cawdor co mc, 
promis'd no lefle co them. 

TSanq. That trufted home, 
Mioht yet enkindle you vino the Crownr, 
ftcfides the Thane oi Cawdor. But 'tis ftrange : 
And oftcntimcSjto winne vs to our harme, 
The lnftrumerits of Darknefle tell vs Truths, 
Winne vs with honeft Trifles,co betray^ 
In dcepeft confequencc. 
Coufins, a word, I pray yon. 

Macb. Two Truths arc told, 
As happy Prologues to the fweiling hSt 
Of the Imperiall Theamc. I thankc you Gentlemen : 
This fupernaturall folliciting 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. 
If ill ? why hath it giuen me earneft of fucceflTe, 
Commencing in a Truth 1 1 am Thane of Cawdor. 
If good ? why doc I yeeld to that fuggeftion, 
Whofe horrid Image doth vnfue my Heire, 
And make my featcd Heart knock at my Ribbes, 
Againft the vfe of Nature ? Prefent Fcares 
Are lefle then horrible Imaginings : 
My Thought, whofe Murther yet is but fantafticall, 
Shakes fo my fingle fhte of Man, 
That Funftion is imothet'd in furmife, 
And nothing is,but what is not. 

Banq. Looke how our Partner's rapt. 

Macb. If Chance will- hauc me King> 
Why Chance may Crownc me, 
Without my ft irre. 

Bavq. New Honors come vpon him 
Like our ftrange Garmcnts,cleaue not to their mould, 
Butwiththeaidof vfe. 

Macb. Come what come may, 
Timc,and the Houre,runs through the rougheft Day. 

Banq. Worthy UMacbeth , wee ftay vpon your ley- 
pfurc. 

Macb. Giue me your fauour : 
My dull Braine was wrought with things forgotten. 
Kinde Gentkmcn,yoiir paines are regiftred*, 
Where cuery day I tume the Lcafe, 
Torcadcthem, 

let vs toward the King: thinkevpoir 
What hath charted : and at more time, 
The Interim haiiing wcighfd itjet m fpeake . 
Our free Hearts each to other. 


Scena Quarta. 


Banq. Very gladly, 
Macb. Till then enough 2 
Come friends. 


Exeunt. 


F/otiri/h. Enter Ki»g y Lenox y Malcolme 9 
Donalbaine y and Attendants. 

King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? 
Or nou thofe in Commiflion yet returned ? 

Mai. My Liegc,they are not yet co me back. 
But I haue fpoke with onertau! law him dieT - 
Who did report,that very frankly hee 
Confefs'd hisTreafons,imp!or d your Highncfle Pardon, 
And fct forth a deepe* Repentance: 
Nothing in his Life became him, 
Like the leauingic. Hecdy'dc, 
As one that had beene ftudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareft thing he o w'd, 
As 'twere a carelefle Trifle. 

King, There's no Art, 
To finde the Mindes cohftru£lion in the Face ; 
He was a Gentleraan,on whom I built 
An abfoIuteTruft. 

Enter A'facbetb^Ba^qtto^Roffe^and Angm. 

0 worthyeft Coufin, 

The finnc of my Ingratitude euen now 
Was heauie on me. Thou art fo farre before, 
That fwifteft Wing of Recompencc is flow, 
To oucrtake thee. Would thou hadft leflfc deferu'd, 
That the proportion both of thanks,and payment, 
Might haue beene mine : onely 1 haue left to fay, 
More is thy due,then more then all can pay. 

Macb. The feruice,and the loyaltie I owe, 
In doing it,payes it felfe. 
Your Highncfle partes to receiue our Duties : 
And our Duties are to your Throne,and State, 
Childrcn.and Seruants; which doe but what they fhould, 
By doing cuery thing fafc toward your Loue 
And Honor. 

King. Welcome hither: 

1 haue begun to plant thee,and will labour 

To make thee full of growing. Noble Banqua, 
That haft no lefle defcru'djnor muft be knowne 
No lefle to haue done fo Let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my Heart, 

'Banq. There if 1 grow, 
TheHarueft is yourowne. 

King. My plenteous Ioyes, 
Wanton in fulne(Tc,feeke to hide themfclues 
In drops of forrow. Sonnes^Kinfmen.T^w/, 
And you whofe places are the nearcft, know, 
W c will eftablifh our Eftate vpon 
Our MtRjMaicolme^hom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland: which Honor muft 
Not vnaccompanied,mueft him onely, 
But fignes of Nobleneflc,hke Starres 3 lhall (hine 
On all defcruers. From hence to Envcrnes, 
And binde vs further to you. 

Macb. The Reft is Labor,which is not vs'd for you : 
He be my felfe the Herbengcr,and make ioyfull 
The hearing of my Wife,with your approach : 
So humbly take my leaue. 

King. My worthy Cawdor. 

Macb.'Thc Prince of Cumbcrlandithat is a ftep, 
On which I muft fall downe,or eifc o'rc-leape, 

m m For/ 
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